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India's capital city, he must be spinning in his grave like
a dervish. Stalls and push-carts of every size and shape
have been set up along the wide pavement. What was
once a shaded walk where the shopper could stroll at leisure,
inspecting the goods on offer and not meeting an insistent
salesman, unless he or she went into a store, has become
pandemonium. Only necessity would drive anyone to go
there now. And one of the Delhi tongas would certainly
be needed to drive the reckless adventurer back again, after
the excursion, to the hotel or bungalow.
A circuit of this area is to be made only at the cost of
exhaustion, brought on by forcing a passage through the
jostling, importunate crowds of refugees.   Incidentally, the
Delhi tonga has not changed with independence, unless the
tonga-wallah has become slightly more contemptuous of all
road users.   It remains the strangest, horse-drawn vehicle
ever devised for the torture of the human frame.    The
driver is not too uncomfortable.   Passengers are those who
suffer.   They sit at the back of a conveyance which is little
more than a narrow seat suspended parallel to the single
axle, and immediately above it.   Of course, there is a floor
attached to the seat, and there are sides of a sort.   But the
wicked ingenuity of the design reaches its finest flower in
the so-called backrest.   That piece of padded wood is so
placed as to chafe against the small of the back ; since for
some completely unfathomable reason, the shafts of any
tonga are set so high that they invariably tilt the seat back-
wards.    The passenger is therefore faced with a choice
between trying to sit upright and being subjected to what
feels like a succession of punches on the kidneys, or leaning
forward to avoid that fate.   The second alternative is usually
as comfortless as the first.    It is definitely more perilous,
since a sudden jerk would send the passenger sprawling
head-first into the roadway.
But even a tonga would be heaven after a tour of Con-
naught Circus to-day*    Barely enough space for a single